ROBBER AND ROBBED,                           I?

"The beggar!" he said. "If he has not killed me,
he has done what is almost as bad. He has robbed
me!'1

The thought that the case held his money was not how-
ever, what then concerned him. But that which made
him jump was the recollection that it contained the pre-
cious document, the loss of which was irreparable, as it
carried with it that of all his hopes.
" Botheration! " cried he.

And at the moment, cost what it might to recapture hi*
case, Torres threw himself in pursuit of the guariba.

He knew that to reach such an active animal was not
'easy. On the ground he could get away too fast, in the
branches he could get away too far. A well-aimed gunshot
could alone stop him as he ran or climbed, but Torres
possessed no fire-arm. His sword-knife and hoe were use-
less unless he could get near enough to hit him.

It soon became evident that the monkey could not be
reached unless by surprise. Hence Torres found it neces-
sary to employ cunning in dealing with the mischievous
animal. To stop, to hide himself behind some tree trunk,
to disappear under a bush, might induce the guariba to
pull up and retrace his steps, and there was nothing else
for Torres to try. This was what he did, and the pursuit
commenced under these conditions; but when the captain
of the woods disappeared, the Donkey patiently waited